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made himself wings and flew orTthe garden wall. 'Watch I vice!' ne
cried to the people. Then he dashed down into the horsepond.

Saturday, 6 March

A sudden and blessed change in the weather, a S.W. wind, pour-
ing warm rain, and the birds in the garden and orchard singing like
mad creatures, the whole air in a charm and tumult of joy and delight.

Thursday, n March

It was a fine clear starry night and the young moon was shining
brightly. Near the school I overtook a lad of eighteen walking
slowly and wearily, who asked me how far it was to Sutton. He
said he had walked down tc-day from Broad Hinton, 7 miles the
other side of Swindon. He was seeking work and could find none.
He was very tired, he said, and he seemed downcast and out of
spirits. He had just asked the Sutton baker to give him a lift in his
trap, promising to give him a pint of beer, but the baker surlily bade
him keep his beer to himself and refused to pull up and take the kd
in, giving him leave however to hang on behind the trap from
Broad Somerford to Seagry. He had tried to get a bed at Somerford
but the inn was full of navvies who are making the new railroad to
Malmesbury from Dauntesey.

There was no room for him in the inn. I thought it might en-
courage and cheer the lad up if I kept company along the road to
Sutton so we walked together and I showed him the short cut across
the fields. As we went we fell into talk and the kd began to be
confidential and to tell me something of his story. It was a simple
touching tale. *I was born*, said the kd, *at a litde vilkge near here
called Corston, but I have been knocking about the country looking
for work. I have some aunts in Corston/ 'But have you no father
or mother?' I asked. The simple chance question touched a heart
still tender and bruised with a great sorrow and opened the flood-
gates of his soul. The kd suddenly burst into years. *My Mother
was buried to-day,' he sobbed. 1 walked up to Broad Hinton
yesterday, to try to get work, for my stepfather would not keep me
any longer and I could get no work in Corston. I would have stayed
to follow my mother to the grave but I had no bkck clothes except
a jacket and couldn't get any. She was the best friend I had in the
world and the only one. I was with her when she died. She said I